THE   COUNTRY

it is easy and at the same time not uninteresting
to catalogue effects. Thus, our Anglo-Saxon
passion for the country has had the result of turn-
ing the country into one vast town 5 but a town
without the urban conveniences which makes
tolerable life in a city. For we all love the
country so much, that we desire to live in it, if
only during the night, when we are not at work.
We build cottages, buy season tickets and bicycles
to take us to the station. And meanwhile the
country perishes. The Surrey 1 knew as a boy
was full of wildernesses. To-day Hindhead is
hardly distinguishable from the Elephant and
Castle. Mr. Lloyd George has built a week-end
cottage (not, one feels, without a certain apposite-
ness) at the foot of the Devil's Jumps 5 and
several thousand people are busily following his
example. Every lane is now a street. Harrod's
and Selfridge's call daily. There is no more
country, at any rate within fifty miles of London,
Our love has killed it.

Except in summer, when it is too hot to stay
in town, the French, and still more, the Italians,
do not like the country. The result is that they
still have country not to like. Solitude stretches
almost to the gates of Paris. (And Paris, re-
member, still has gates j you drive up to them
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